April ifti.Juty 1753]
From the current Narratives, as they are called, readers will recollect, out of this Voltaire Period, two small particles of Event amid such an ocean of noisy froth, — two and hardly more : that of the ' Orange-Skin,' and that of the ' Dirty Linen.1 Let us put these two on their basis ; and pass on :
The Orange.-Skin (Potsdam, 2d September 1761, To Nteco Denis).— Good HOUVOHR, mon eitfant, what is this I hear (through the great Dionyslus'-Ear I maintain, at such expense to myself) ! * * 'La Mettrie, n man of no consequence, who talks familiarly with the King after their reading ; and with me too, now and then : La Mcttrie swore to me, that, speaking to the King, one of those days, of my supposed favour, and the lilt of jealousy it excites, the King answered him: "I shall want him still about a yc.ur : — you mpio.cxn tho orange, you throw away the skin (OH tnjfttfi I'llwrce) !"' Hero is a pretty hit of babble (Ho, most likely, and bit of mischievous fun) from Dr. Joyous. 'It cannot be true, No I And yet— and yot — ?' Words cannot express the agonising doubts, the questionings, occntiionnlly tho horror of Voltalro : poor sick soul, keeping a DlonyshiH'-Kar to boot ! This blurt of La Mottric's goes through him like n shot of olootriclly through an elderly sick Household-Cat; and he of it again and over again, — though we will not farther.
Dirty lAnt.n (Potsdam, 24th July 17WJ, To Niece Denis). — * * 'Maiiportuis 1ms discreetly wot tho rumour going, that I found the King's Works very bad ; that I said to some one, on Versos from the King coming In, "Will ho never tire, then, of sending me his dirty llnoii to wash ?" You obliging Mauportuis !'
Rumour ntiyn, it WUH General Mamwtcin, once AidtMle-Cump in Russia, who had come to hnvo his Work on llu/mia revised (excellent Work, often quoted by us '), when the unfortunate Royal Verses came. Por-Imps M. do Voltaire did 8ny it: — why not, had it only been prudent? Ho really likoa those Verses much more than I ; but knows well enough, tub roiift, what kind of Verses thoy are. This also Is a horrible suspicion ; that tho King should hoar of this, — as doubtless tho King did, though without going delirious upon It at all.3 Thank you, my Perpetual President, not the loss ! —
0/Manpf.rtuia, in siicmmw I'hnten. — * * "Mauperluis is not of very engaging ways ; he tnkcs my dimensions harshly with his quadrant : it
1 Did (;et <11'1 Rt l»"i — >» Englnnd, through Lord Msuischnl and David Hume : IK-.C I'rtfna to it (London, ijda).
'To Niece Denis,' dales AH nliove (CEtivres tie t'oltairt, Ixxiv, 408, Ixxv. 17).
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